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I'll call these few flashbacka in the menory of one who. has 
made the journey countless times, a trip to Mt. Hamilton, because 
in Phose daya it wae, indeed, A. trip, It would have been impossible 
to even efart to convince those old-timers T traveled with, how 
today a simple push of a foot: throttls could swish you up to 
Mt. Hamilton from San Jose in less than one hour. 

‘My mother's uncle had a homeatead 14 miles on past Mt. Hamilton. 
Tt wae situated in a beautiful little valley. He loved the place 
and used te go over there and stay several montha at & time. He 
persusded my mother to file on some government land that was 
available at that time, She did, and eventually received her title 
tq the land, 
She became ao fond of the country ahe would take any chance ,, 
abe could te go over there. ‘In those days it Wes unthinkable td ’ 
go unlesa you could stay at least ‘two weeks, ‘and many times ny ° dpe : 
mother, with three children aboard a light spring wagon, .loaded \ . 
for a three or four week stay, would lightly touch the whip to aa 
fing a pair of. horsea--at least to our minds--that could be had, ’ 
and away we'd go. 
% Zt was about a 50 mile trip over a road that, to thia day, 
,§0 years later, hasn't changed much and throws fear into scores of 
geasoned travelers even while in the comfort ‘and comparative safety 
of a $6,000 otatiqn wagon. The road has been improved a little but 
at 4a etili hazardous in places. fo me it's the same and a pleasant 
memory pops out around each turn. 

My father..could not go over. to the ranch for a long stay as: 
he was in business in San Jose and was neoded hére. During summer 
vacationg, however, he would go over with us but would return after 
‘@ week or so and the rest of ua pd stay on several weeks more. 
My father would arrange with John Webbed to ‘haul us up to Mt. 
Hamilton, my mother's uncle would meet us there and we would continue 
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a cn EO hie ay WE ie | 
Bye / oR to the ‘ranch with Aim. oe ke | TAR Payee 
vehi home ore Hr». Wigbel had a contract’ hauling. supplies, up ta biek Obsers. pedi ay 
ra oe” tl ie , ‘yatory thet-was sTieabeatop: Mt’. Yastlesas He was a great friend | 

sl a a = of my gente so there wag ho. probles hitching a ride with hime. 

Aue B CLIWAS B wonder fulsanngrbergerind. power fubwone:. wag : road 


Hh ‘pudding, contractor and’ built many roade in Santa Clara County. 
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Aa hy eo ‘Andluding the upper ‘road into ‘Alum Rock Parke It waa Mr. Wiebal te ae 


teane that did nost of the work building Lick Observatory on 

Mt. Hamilton and the road! to it. The upper road into Alum Rock. © 
Park is a two-way road==you go. im :one way and: come out another at. 

the Same spot. Had it not heen for Wiebel’s foresight a traffic 

problen would have appeared there long ago. 

The.road haa neyer been changed. Maybe this ‘bears out. my 
thoughts as a ten year old boy, Anything Mr. WieBel said or did 
just couldn't be improyed upon. 

Getting ready to go, loading the wagon and being told to fetch 
this, end fetch that, by Mre Wiebel, waa as much fun ap going.. But 
when that enormous man settled high on the seat with. me dent nd 
beside. him as close as I could get, looked over tiose wonderful 

“horses and back at the rear for one final inepection and hollered, 
"Yeah," the thrilling blast-off of the aatronauta waa small atuff 
sompared to the apine-tingling joy I felt when that greatest. of 
all teams stepped out and started fer Mt. Yamilten. 

We started from Third and San Fernando Streets, out Santa 
Clara to Alum Rock Audnue and up to Mt. Hamilton Road, Starting 

_ from the bottom of Alum Fock hill our next stop was the Grand View 

: House and up-hil] ali the way. From here on it was an absolute | 

must that your horses be in top shape for this was no trip for an 
animal that possessed some of the many horse defects not easily. 
detected. 

The Mt. Hamilton road rises sharply and it is not long until 
you encounter a wonderful view, a beautiful panorama of the entire. 
Santa Clara Valley, 

Mr. and Mrs. Story ran Grand View House} the Mt. Hamilton 
Stage used to change horses thare, but Mr. Wiewel preferred to go 
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ic ‘0 saith Creeks. He atan't, like fo, “apend meh tine there ae ‘ae ne 


: road to fall'e ‘Valley was: mostly’ ‘downhill and: he could ‘make uP for 


Brg ea plow time coming BP. from the Valley. He. watered the horses; 
ee can 


adjusted the harness, eollai, yet fers, and it. br short: tine we 
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Ae = Were off agains eT iat se oh eet ae 


. The distance to Bellis Valley ia not iad but ae ‘ge peautina 


St Sal the waye’ As you leave the Grand View" House, appropriately 


named for the marvelous view of Sarita: Clara Valley, you travel a 
short aiatance and then make a right turn. around. RB mountain. It's 
Like turning a corner and coming out into another states You : pags 
the old Mt. Hamilton Vineyard, a fanous old place, and now you can 

no Longer. gee the Santa Clara Valley. The road swings around many 
turna and soon drops down into a beautiful small valley. Here ia 
uncluttered beauty at its best. You natice. cattle grazing} pal trees 
and. ferns on the shady side of the ‘yoad. Gaze up some of the anal 
panyone and you will visually enter a solitude of virgin woodlands, 
with deer,: rabbits and quail, Farther out in’ the: valley a profusion” 


‘of thousands of varieties of wiid flowers. Thig. ie Hall's Valley, 
pg place’ to remember and to the everlasting: credit and thanks: to 
‘the Grant Family it is the same today ag it wae then, Only a small 


portion of the. road is changed and, of course, paved. 

‘From Hallts Valley on you start to climb again and settle ‘down 
for geome solid- pulling by the horses. Our next stop ia Smith Creek 
and the day's work will be over.for Jack and Tobie, Mack and Bobs 
4nd what a job well done! i 

As you near Smith Creek, the opportunity to make a sort of . 
spectacular arrival presents itself. There was a nice little hotel, 
blacksmith shop, large barn, atore and saloon. These buildings 
were aituated in a circle, forming a plaza in theeccenter at least 
al hundred yards ACrOSB. 

| The road passes close in front of the hotel, on around past 
the other buildings and up to Me. Hamilton. Dye to the store and 
saloon (with emphasis on the latter) a goodly crowd of men that 
knew horses was generally on hand; and. for this reason most 
teamaters, including Mr. Wiebel, took the opportunity to come in 
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he i. % appoint anyone 
“horse whip he hadnt ‘touched thus far, and with, a pesqunding oragk,.: baby Ya 

+> peought us past the hotels” “around in front ‘of the saloon Hae: 6. rites 
“the barn with the horses’ preforming ‘iyn.a anner “sustable. for. phe:! SS eam 3 

. Rowe Parade. 
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| ide wath colare eying ra thais ‘teams sight up on. their cob: oer! kegs bas a 
think Mre Wiebe | looked’ on At as sort of. a tribute. to. hia horses hte Ma dy 
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to let. them have: thé acplaim they deserved. anyyey che didn't. ise - 44 
3 a ii 9 


for a. ‘ahort way, MP the. ‘foad he ‘got out. his. fours 7 Ae 
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‘The horses were unhitched and four more ‘prought out . eh i 
Mr, Wiebel waa right on hand and assisted dn 
Each SSE" horse had his own harness that . 


of the large DArNe 
harnessing the new team. | 


‘was adjusted to his personal size. They. were brought ‘out with their 
‘harness on, then it. was just a matter. of ewinging them into the. 


proper, positions and hooking up. When this was done, Mr. Wiebed .. 
stood at the headcof the lead horees,. took them by the. bridles and 


stepped back a short distance--just enough to tighten the harnesss 


then he walked around his “tean for & final dnepection for this - 


‘last seation was the most trying part of the trip for the horesés 


Smith Creek was run by a man named Brocky. He was a very: 
good friend of: both my father and Mr. Wiebel. 
were plentiful and there was wonderful trout: fishing in the creek. . ¥ 
For this reason it was a busy place during the various seasonte | 

. The horses were ready to £0 and sQ-were Weeyoung Ones, but 


a slight delay enayed due to 4 popular piace about that time--" 


Deer and quali. 


‘namely, Mr Brockey's Saloon.’ ‘It was a half-saloon, half-store. 
“ZI can see it now, and” I will never forget the odor of parreled 
‘whiskey mingled with saddle soap and axle grease, 


the pot-bellied 
stove and rinky-dink pianos It ia a fire station today--it sould . 
have bean @ museus of prime attraction. 

Smith Creek is located at the foot of Mt. Hamilton and, Just 
as we were leaving, MY o. Brockey came out and gave my mother 4 big 
bag of grapes. She thanked his and handed a large bunch up to 
Mr. Wiebel. He put them in the jockey box, a small compartment 
dn the middle of the seat for. emall tools, etc. My mother. spoke 


to me and said, "You'd better come back here and take a nape” 
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' ae bag ad = af 
Pet if Z Annediately oat off from any “idea, Like that; I certainly . tame | ioe a 
eat th! 2 want te be asleep and nise tha” “chance < had been ugiting fore o And 
lg se - Prom here. an the road becomes: more dramatice It.ie uphili: <- pane 
4 Saute es ait ‘the way to the top and a- aterp teat, for the horses. “An aateea! tietor are “4 
he vepting remark ‘has been panaad ‘as lone as I can pemember~-that there : nes 
Iga Sat ape 365° turis-so tits fp each daysin the year. About a hal topdte BPS tgs 
‘ Tie SVR pom Smith’ Creek.Mr. Wiebel, let’ me drive. meh i Po wer nes 
I can see his hands today. T have always had a compelling 

interest in peoples! hands and I make a mental’ piéture: of the differ- 

ence between my mother's dainty but capable. handa with her brown 

leather driving gloves, the lines held properly and pulling back 

es hard ae she drove us down a steep grade. Then Mr. Wiebel's hands 

ijke two ‘gnarled pieces of oak handing ne the lines and showing - 
a : it me the, proper way to hold them. The road wan wide and steep now 
Se. the team traveling very Slowly. Mre Weibel new there was yo 
a danger, but not I. Danger was everywhere and of no consequence ta 


26 9 for right now I was the equal of Hank Monk, Long-Line Thompson 
and ell the other greatest of old-time stagecoach. drivers that 
aver, Lived. 

‘Think of the impact on a emall boy to sit beside (to his mind) . 
thie greatest horseman in the world and drive a four-horae team up — 
that sthep, winding Mt. Hamilton Road. I can close my eyes today 
and picture those wonderful horses, each one ‘coal black, their | 

' goats now glistening with swedt, the even‘ cadence of their step, 
manes flipping up a little as their black heads bobbed in unison 
: with every stride. 

When we would stop to rest the team Mr. Wiebel would get down 
and loosen the foaming collara and hold them up so some cool air: 
could enter, You could emell the sweat, and little puddies would 
appear under each horse as the sweat dripped off the belly bands} 
probably an offensive odor to some but absolute perfume to més. — 

he grapes proved a bust. They were so sour we ‘couldn't eat 
them and occasionally Mr. Wiebel would throw.one at a particular 
Without even asking 1 - 


horse. hs thought WAS lagging a little. 
took a grape and threw it at the horses, 1 was 4n such a hurry to 
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" anphete the throw’ i ne one ‘of the- neering on Tove “penal Pee ciie 

Ws) ‘Wiebed said. "Juat. what would you have’ done -if you had thrown that 

-* | grape in Bob's ear?! x didn't kawa what to pays ‘Il thought maybe 

oT" gy: ddol wag made However, in: 2B short time I: ‘poked, Ma 2. Wiebe, 

, +, What do you think Bobby. would } have, done if f nee thrown that, grape. ae 

5 dn Bap eae Pa domiphe sy oA 
eee” ge paddy "Do: you pee. that: Pig, ‘up share! patstini’t ‘to one i far 


up the road, flanked by a steep canyon. "I knew @ man who used to 
throw rocks at a horses and one time he threw one right in his 
lead norse's ear. The horse went to shaking his head and finally 
ran.over the bank and apilled his whole outfit in that gulch." 

‘Where's that man now?" I asked. tte's down there in that 
guich covered by a landslide his wagon caused rolling down." | 
A likely atory, no doubt, but it: qured mo of ever wanting to even | 
see those grapes again. N 

Now we are at about 3000 feat and we come to our firat pinon 


trove. ‘hia ia my fayorite tree. Most people call them junigferay 


in the Southwest Indian ‘country they are called Pinons. They: hare 
a small, delicious nut in their conea and are prozed by the Indians. 


Ne exotic Incense can outdo the fragrance of the pinon wood wi en 


burned, T 

The road makes a turn past a Mirly large, open hilleide and 
directly in the middle stands this beautiful little evergreen, It 
4s known to some people as Juniper Fiat. 

Now we swing along one im& of the few atraight stretches and 
come to Manzanita Turn. Here the road makes a sharp turn around = 
a little manzanita tree. I can see Hr. Wiebel's hand here=-he 
probably didn't want to diaturb the beautiful little tree, 50 
buiit the road around it. 

Ae we pass Manzanita Turn we are only about 100 oa from 
one of the many 100% switchbacks you encounter. This one ia 
Horseshoe Turn and is-well named. You approach from the north and 
in a matter of seconds are traveling due south. 


Mp ‘Wileter rey Long : fainoe akan’ ‘pver tbe , “@riving, but. T an. 


grateful for the short time. was ontrunning the hald-up men at? 

‘breakneck apecd. Ta complete the horseshoe turn properly with a 
_fowr-horee team you must Keep to the extrene outeidéd,- about. half-. 
way: into a'turn like: ‘this your, wagon will come. fo ‘BA complete. atop _ 


but not: the horses. They | cortinue on ‘ground. ‘the: perimeter of the ight 
turn, back into a straight line and are off again. A. well broke . 
team will almost always come around at double time, the nigh horse 
at a trot and the off horse slowly piboting until just the right 
moment and then, bango{ he's right in there besiie his partner to 
get. thinge rolling again. . 
From here on the road continues ateep and winding, as we inch — 
our way Ups we become aware of the intensifying view} everywhere 


you Look there’ is much to BOCeee-- 


i have visited sone of ‘the most acenic apote in the United 
States, but right here, if you will Look with all your senses, you 
whll be visually rewarded with as much ‘as any of our National Parke 
or Forests provide. To the north you wixk gee San Francisco Hay 
and the mountains beyond. Santa Clara Valley in its entirety, partially 


ringed by the beautiful Santa Cruz Range. To the south a sea of 


mountains and canyons, finally disappearing in the hazy purple 
horigon. The reader should bear in mind, the time of which I speak 
was before the Santa Clara Valley wave way to subdivisions and 
other develaopmenta. I'm speaking af the time when, from the 
horseshoe turn you visually embrace tue valley, blanketed by a 
solid carpet of white prune blossoms as far as you’ could se@, 
from Bast San Jose to Los Gatos, especially - the Campbell and 
Cupertino areas, Truly 8 breathtaking sight and ail you had to 
do was look. 

We travel on, always upward, and soon pasa the: brickyard. 
Here were made the bricks used in the construction of uick Observatory. 
This place is dotted with remembrances, for we always atop here 
for a refreshing drink, even today. A mile or so on we come to. 
probably the most dangeroue part of the road. A stretch of about 
200 yards had to be blasted out of solid rock} probably for this 
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renaon the men. asta the cork aian'é ane td any wider than necenaary, 


ae almost aeons they measured the width of a wagon and that waa dite (i 
| “Anyone coming. down had 7) wait; there was” a room for one vehicle 
onlyn-no 2 cpa every’ the “fee there is a. drop of. several | Pe 
hundred feete 60 ae: oe ~ ee el ee oa : eo 


. The place is knowl aa’ o: the"Tunned: i Bene it ‘aa Hest been’ 


4A the Laat ten years that 4t haa ‘besn: ‘widened, thereby making: it 


a little safer for motor cars, However, at this point it's "Cuddddo, 
Tunel Augoatoe” 

We keep on and finally come. to a place unforgettabie for any 
traveler to Mt. Hamilton, the"Oh My Turn." This is a switchback 
around a rnocky point and you actually seem to go right off the. 
road and out into thin air as you continue around.s J have seen people 


" -bek to get out and walk at this point, but after a few: times they . 
‘ave ail pight, and ell will readily admit they shall never forget 


the Oh Ng Turn, The view from here is even more ‘exciting. because 
you can see farther and in ‘all directions. 

‘fo the east, almost never-ending mountains and valleys, with 
the snow-capped Sierras for a backstop. One of the moat beautiful 
pictures I have ever seen taken with a camera was a photograph of 
Half Dome in Yosemite Valley, taken 2zam through the great tele- 
scope on Mt. Hamilton. 

Below, the Isabel Valley knifea ita way through blue mountaina. 


Mt. Isabel is just. to the south of Mt. Hamilton, separated by ‘an 


enormous canyon with Little Bulphur Creek at the bottom. From the 
Op M¥ Turn, Mt. Isabel always looks so close, one imagines he Can 
reach out and touch it. 

Mte Hamilton is about 4500 feet; Mt. Isabel is about the same, 
maybe a Little higher. 

we are almost at the top now. About a quarter of a mile on, we 
round the 20 Inch Turn, a companion piece of the Oh My and, to some 
people, just as hairraising. Now about another quarter aile 
straightaway along the north side of the mountain, you catch KXELEN 
your breath at another outstanding view. The entire San F¥anciseo 


Bay area; Mt. Tamatpias and the mountains rising from the Marin -- 
* ghore. ‘The aun on the water of the bay tries your eyes ae. you gase i 


on out to ‘the Golden Gatas re Lew ae 
The brakershoé aqueakey We are at. the topa. | akg 


Witt have traveled the Mt ‘Hamilton road many times | with my own’. 


Hyatt and. when my daughter was young she would bags ne. to take 
her op trips I made up there many years pefore. ft was glad she 


loved the country as 7 did. 


My mother always referred to it as "going to the hills." 
Someday, with children of her own, that's what. my daughter wil} do». 
Bhe will go to the bills, and still, while our memories last, the : 
old road will live in us as 4t was when J gaat ‘on the box with 
Mr. Wiebel and watehed those marvelous horses, their black heads 
‘pobbing up and down: like the tick, téck ‘of encroaching time. 


